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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

rilke's poems 

Poems by Rainer Maria Rilke, translated by Jessie Lamont, 
with an Introduction by H. T. Tobias A. Wright. 
Rainer Maria Rilke is the second of. a Viennese group 
of poets whose work has been presented in Englis' within 
the last few months; for quite lately Professor Stork pub- 
lished through the Yale University Press The Lyrical 
Poems of Hugo Von Hofmannsthal. Von Hofmannsthal, 
Rilke and Stefan George formed a group in Austria whose 
work in its remote imaginativeness stood as a protest against 
the realism and the externality of German literature as 
represented by the plays of Suderman and the poems of 
Liliencron. These three made it their creed that "The 
poet, in order to depict life as life really is, must take no 
part in it." Rilke is what Von Hofmannsthal has been 
accounted, but hardly is — a mystic poet. Rilke is more 
abundant and more emotional, more of a visionary and 
more of a human creature, than Von Hofmannsthal shows 
himself to be in his lyrical poems. And he has been sur- 
prisingly well translated into English. I have not read 
Rilke in the original, but I have read other translations of 
certain poems given in this volume, and I can judge that the 
meaning of these particular poems has been rendered with 
a spontaneity so surprising that we lose the sense of trans- 
lation : 

The bleak fields are asleep, 

My heart alone wakes; 

The evening in the harbor 

Down his red sails takes. 
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Night, guardian of dreams, 
Now wanders through the land; 
The moon, a lily white, 
Blossoms within her hand. 

Rilke was born in the Bohemian capital, and H. T., in 
his eloquent introduction, suggests the influence this an- 
cient haunted city had upon his early poems. But the 
Prague of his description can hardly be glimpsed in the 
poems given in this volume. We feel the influences of 
another mid-European capital, of that Vienna which Pro- 
fessor Stork speaks about in his introduction to Von Hof- 
mannsthal's poems — the Vienna wherein "beautiful gar- 
dens, Romanesque churches, palaces contemporary with 
Versailles, galleries rich in Italian masterpieces, were the 
elements that surrounded the lives of young men. . . . 
There was perhaps no city twenty-five years ago where a 
young man of means and birth could live a life more de- 
tached from that of his modern fellow-men." This de- 
tachment and this closeness to art are to be remembered 
when considering Rilke's poems. 

They are the poems of a recluse ; Rilke walks lonely amid 
the crowd. He contemplates an archaic statue, a blind 
beggar at the Pont du Carrousel, maidens at confirmation, 
a panther behind his bars, with the same intensity. But he 
does not look on them as the poet of the decadence looked 
upon such things — merely for their line and color. All these 
things are to him glimpses of a mysterious reality. 

Sections of the poems are named The Book of a Monk's 
Life, The Book of Poverty and Death. But if he is the 
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poet of lonely contemplation he is also the poet of lonely 
exultation, as in Presaging, The Boy, Moonlight Night. 

One might quote with the certainty of awakening inter- 
est almost any of the poems. The one that most appeals 
to me is Autumn. In it the poet by the use of a few com- 
mon images makes vivid the thought of the mystic of all 
time: 

The leaves fall, fall as from far, 

Like distant gardens withered in the heavens; 

They fall with slow and lingering descent 

And in the nights the heavy Earth, too, falls 
From out the stars into the Solitude. 

Thus all doth fall. This hand of mine must fall ; 
And lo, the other one! — it is the law. 
But there is One who holds this falling 
Infinitely softly in His hands. 

If Rilke is a mystic he is a mystic who has chosen to be 
concrete and colored. One of his volumes is named The 
Book of Pictures. And how accomplished, merely as pic- 
tures, are his Kings in Legends, his Spanish Dancer, his 
Panther! Padraic Colum 

CORRESPONDENCE 

A REPLY TO A. C. H. 

Editor of Poetry : The article of A. C. H., entitled Man- 
nerisms of Free Verse, contains so many inaccuracies and 
blindly sweeping generalities that one hardly knows where 
to commence in pointing them out. I have chosen to select 
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